2                     LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

beginning to understand your ways, and to
be hardly surprised at anything. I pray
you, spare me, and do not inflict too harsh a
trial on the unfortunate disposition which I
have taken, I do not know how, to think
well of everything which comes from you.

I remember having been a little too frank
in my last letter on the subject of my tem-
perament. An old diplomat friend of mine,
a very clever man, has told me often not to
speak ill of myself. '' YctMJL^^
srjejL^jn^^pJ^                       I am beginning

to fear that you might take too literally all
the ill that I told of myself. Imagine that
my great virtue is modesty; I carry it to
excess, and I tremble lest it should harm
me in your opinion. Some other time,
when I feel better inspired, I will give you
the exact list of all my qualities. It will be
a long list. To-day, I am ill, and dare not
throw myself into this geometrical progres-
sion.

Guess where I was Saturday night, what
I was doing at midnight. I was on the
platform of one of the towers of Notre
Dame, drinking orange water and eating ices